In the hall, which was as big as the entrance to a museum, a foot-
man placed a cape about Baron Siegfried's shoulders.

"What's going on?" he said, looking from the high windows into
the courtyard where luggage was being carried to and fro. "Is some-
body going away today?"

"Monsieur le Baron must be aware," replied the footman, "that
Baron Noel is leaving for America,"

"Oh, yes, of course, of course," said the old man.

Still accompanied by Jean-Noel, he went out by the covered porch
to the porter's lodge.

"Well, Valentin, is everything ready?" he aslced,

"Everything's ready, Monsieur le Baron," the porter replied,

"Are there many of them?"

"Oh, much as usual, Monsieur le Baron."

Valentin, the porter, a large red-faced man with protruding ears,
was dressed in bottle-green livery: Jean-Noel was astonished to see that
he held by his side a white wicker basket full of pieces of bread.

"Very well, open up then," the old man ordered,

On the pavement of the Avenue de Messine, for the whole length of
the great wall that enclosed the courtyard of the Schoudler house, there
waited a queue of old down-and-outs. When the wicket swung back
on its hinges, they crowded slowly forward, ragged, filthy, and ulcerous.
There were some fifty of them, all the very poor of the district which,
in theory, was not supposed to have any. In the foggy grey February
light they seemed to Jean-Noel an enormous crowd. Slowly, patiently,
monotonously, they filed past the old sphinx with the drooping eye-
lids.

As each pauper went by, Baron Siegfried took a two-franc piece from
his coat-pocket, a piece of bread held out to him by the porter and,
holding the coin on the bread with his forefinger, placed the whole in
the extended hollow formed by two dirty palms*

The down-and-outs went by saying "Thank you" or "Thank you,
Monsieur le Baron," or sometimes saying nothing at all. Two black
fingers would be raised to the torn peak of a cap or to a felt hat green
with age, or they made a show of a military salute against a scurfy
forehead.

"You see," the old man explained to Jean-Noel, "one must give in
person so as not to ... hum .,. wound those who receive."

Bleary, squinting, unhealthy, gummed-up, and blood-shot eyes gazed
curiously at the child; while he, frightened by the disgusting sight of
the beggars, outraged by their appalling smell and the hideous eyes
turned on him, seized the cape in his little hand and, frowning, pressed
close against his great-grandfather.

The old Baron, looked into every face, and occasionally honoured
with a "good morning" his oldest clients, the more assiduous, those who
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